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     Just look what one hair of a woman can do! 

Two knights, two pillars of strength, heaven knows, 

for love of Angelica's beautiful face 

have become the most deadly of foes. 

 

     Here they are in the battle-field, man to man, 

like wolves they deliver each terrible blow; 

they've been fighting like this for almost three days... 

-  Too rough for a mere puppet show! 

 

     This story I tell comes from history's annals, 

a record of all that was seen and was heard, 

written down by a monk who was there at the time 

and witnessed each action, each word. 

 

     While Orlando at one point was terribly tired, 

Rinaldo still managed to give of his best, 

and since he was thinner his efforts were minor, 

moreover, he sweated far less. 

 

     Orlando, that holiest of devils, attempted  

to weaken his foe with the edge of his tongue, 

"What right," said he, "do you have to these riches? 

Tell me, from where do they come? 

 

     “Do you think I don’t know, you barbarous mule, 

that the father eternal of scoundrels is you? 

That you sold the chattels of all of your women 

the fill from their mattresses, too? 



 

Do you think I don’t know when back in September 

the Maganzesi passed by your town wall, 

that you ripped them off, one after the other, 

seven odd hundred in all? 

 

     Do you think I don’t know that with all of the money 

You happened to find in your knapsack that day, 

you financed your Castle of Montalbano, 

in all of its splendid array?” 

 

     And all the time flashing his sword in the air, 

he gave the most terrible blow that he could, 

and Rinaldo, if he hadn't jumped to one side, 

would surely have been gone for good. 

 

     Rinaldo, however, soon sought his revenge 

and said, "You listen to me now, my man; 

if I have been able to make so much cash 

it just shows how clever I am. 

 

     “But you, with all of your power and might, 

related by blood to the Emperor, they say, 

just look at you now like a barefooted brickie, 

down on his luck, with no pay. 

 

     “Just look in the mirror, you ludicrous fool, 

just look at that great crooked nose all askew, 

that delicate flower Angelica’s right 

to feel no great passion for you. 

 

     “Just wait there a moment, I’ve still got the spirit 

to deal you a blow with Fusberta,” he cried, 

“that will shorten and straighten that elephant’s trunk!” 

So saying, he stepped to one side. 

      

     He started to turn his sword up above him, 

like wool on a spinner he made the blade fly, 

and when he had freshened the air all around him 

He let his sword fall from the sky!.....      

 



     Orlando succeeded in blocking the blow, 

he’d felt the air move through the chinks in his armour, 

and realizing what was in store, he’d got ready 

and raised his great Trullintana. 

      

     When Orlando discovered that in his attack 

Rinaldo had pierced the ground with his sword, 

and that try as he might he could not get it out, 

Orlando said, “Great Holy Lord! 

 

     “Rinaldo, your moment has finally come, 

get ready your coffin, you’ll need it at last!” 

And then with a blow of his terrible sword 

he knocked him flat out on the grass. 

 

     “O vile wicked man,” Rinaldo retorted 

and jumped up again like a cat, quite unharmed, 

“Is this your chivalry, striking at me 

while I am quite clearly unarmed?    

 

     “Ah, yes,  I know you,  you treacherous dog, 

great coward and son of a........ wench, shall we say,  

wasn’t it you who set up the trap 

at the Adalmont fountain that day? 

 

     “Take up your stance and let’s see if you’re able 

to fight face to face, to punch and to grapple, 

my fists will reduce your pale blotted face 

till its worse than an old cooking apple.” 

 

     “Alright, great soldier, I’m ready when you are, 

just give me the word,” said Orlando the knight,  

“I can’t wait to show you my terrible thrust 

and the strength of these hands in a fight.” 

 

     Both of them then stepped aside and drew breath 

and recovered their strength for a minute or two, 

then lifting their swords in the air with both hands 

they started to threaten anew. 

   

     Their two swords crossed, the blow was tremendous, 



their helmets came off and were smashed in the fight, 

together they fell to the ground, dazed and shaken, 

for seven whole days and nights! 

 

 

 

 

 


